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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
TWO SONNETS 

DAWN 

Mountains and hills in silhouette are drawn — 
Blue, on the green horizon's blanching rim. 
A dog barks and a cock crows, far and dim, 
Waking the sleeping town to stretch and yawn. 
A blue gum, delicate as lace on lawn, 
Across a brightening cloud has thrust a limb, 
And from the pine-tree's spire two magpies hymn 
The everlasting miracle of dawn. 

For a brief space the brazen skies are blest 
With loveliness, and beauty on the hills 
Is perishable and plaintive as a song, 
Heart-faint and far away; and manifest 
Healing is in my heart for bodily ills 
That made the sleepless night an aeon long. 

REVERIE 

The dim-lit river mirrors skimming swallows 
Against the last of sunset's fading gold, 
And twilight shadows brim the waiting hollows 
With quiet beauty that no words may hold. 
Across my mind — unconjured, undirected — 
Travel desires and dreams like mirrored buds. 
Vague thought, and visions momently reflected, 
Evading all my clumsy nets of words; 
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H. W. Stewart 

I am not indolent, but wherefore try 
To net these in a rhyme, only to shiver 
The jewels with the mirror? Let them fly 
Like phantom swallows on the tranquil river, 
And fade as fast — they are more beautiful 
Than muddy stirrings on a troubled pool. 

H. W. Stewart 



ANGUISH 

Nothing can chain the days — 
I have no time .for dreams. 

Stop these days, someone, 

So I may stretch my white body. 

Why do you chain them by sevens? 
Why not by many hundreds ? 

I am irked at seeing them 
Laid forever, neatly, in rows. 

Be the day gray or blue, 
You have named it. 

Who calls that ball of fire the sun? 

Doris Ca?npbell 
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